206            THE AERIAL AGE
It took a longer time to evolve from the man with a stone slung in a sapling, pounding and mauling for bits of bright metal, the scientific mining engineer. It has required a still longer time to produce men who love the pursuit of knowledge for itself and not for the money or bright bits of metal they may win from it. And all these are among the millions of milestones which mark the progress of our race. The astronomer who looks down from the milky way with contemptuous glance at his milkman, deeming him but a human clod, only one remove from his cow, is as wrong as the milkman who tells the servant girl at the next house that the astronomer is daft in his upper story and would better spend his time growing cabbage than in "all them silly star-gazings." The point is: Is the astronomer a good and earnest one, does he really add something to the sum of human knowledge? Does the milkman keep his cows sanitary and water his stock, but not the product thereof? All work is worthy and dignified, as all love is; for work, and love, are life.
Nor can we separate the purely useful, from the aesthetic or intellectual, calling one the sheep that bear wool for warm clothing and yield meat for the hungry, and therefore worthy of protection and encouragement, while naming the other mere grotesque billy-goats which have no legiti-